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Anybody's Ever Done 


The next stop on the tour was Boston. Dave was going to have to talk to his tour manager and the promoters. 
He didn't want to be in Boston in January. And he didn't want to be walking outside. He pulled his hat down to 


his eyes, his coat up to his nose and jammed his gloved hands into his pockets. 
‘Oh, but the studio is right around the corner from your hotel" They said. 
"No, we don't need the whole band" They said. "Just you, Dave. Just for like thirty minutes." 


He was still thinking about his previous night with Glen. Dave was caught up in the memory of that sweet 
body sliding against him. Those warm lips kissing him. Well, that was all waiting for him back in his room. As 
soon as he was led into the radio studio, Dave turned on the charm. He forgot about how cold it was, forgot 
about how cranky he was for being dragged out by himself. Dave sat patiently, warmly thanking the runner 
for the cup of coffee. He was receptive to the deejay's dumb questions, he was witty, charming, and happy. 


As he was putting on his coat to leave, an errant thought entered his head. Dave was nearly giddy at the idea 
of going back to the room and getting into the warm bed with the hot little blonde. But what if Glen wasn't as 
happy about the recent change in their relationship as Dave was? No, surely Glen would be happy to take the 


next step. Why wouldn't he? All bundled up to face the cold, Dave decided he needed to take a little walk to 
think this through before heading right back. He exited the building and made a left, continuing up the block 
instead of turning right to head back to the hotel. 


He wasn't supposed to be this happy. He was Dave Mustaine. The General. The only thing more red hot than his 
hair was his temper. But dammit if he didn't feel weak and mushy about Glen. He wanted to care about the 
little one, protect him, wipe away his tears when Glen was sad, kiss his sweet lips when he was happy. Dave 
found himself wanting to hold Glen at night, sooth away his sadness over losing the cat. Sure, Dave wasn't a 
fan of the furry little demons but that didn't matter. He was sure Glen felt about his cat the way Dave felt 
about his dogs. They were members of his family. He was entrusted with their care. That Glen could love his 
little cat so much that its passing would affect him so strongly made Dave melt. 


By the time he had decided that he wanted to run back to the hotel and throw his arms around Glen and 
snuggle him, Dave looked up and realized that he wasn't sure where he was. He took a left and then a right. Or 
was a right and then a left? Dave could see the harbor now. It was colder, the wind was whipping and biting at 
his exposed skin He paused and looked up the street. A man happened along, pushing a shopping car piled high 
with things, bags of clothes, cardboard boxes, bags containing cans and other recyclables were tied to the 
sides. He wore heavy mittens and several layers of ratty, drab clothes underneath a holey, wool long coat. 
"Excuse me," Dave attempted to stop the man. "Can you tell me which way the InterContinental Hotel is?" 


The man paused and looked Dave up and down. "No." 


"Come on, man" He dug into his jeans pocket and pulled out the bills he stuff in their earlier. "I got twenty- 
three dollars here." He held the bills out toward the man. 


Just as he did that, a green taxi drove by. Dave laughed and stuffed the money back into his pocket. He moved 
to sidestep the man when he heard a high pitched mewling. 


"What was that?" 

"Nothing" The man started to move again, pushing his cart toward the harbor. 

"Is that a cat?" 

Na 

"Do you have a cat in one of those boxes?" Now Dave was circling the cart, poking at the boxes. 
"Get away from me, you crazy man!" 


Dave jammed his foot in front of the cart's wheel and pulled the flaps open on the box on top. There were two 
kittens, one grey striped, one orange and white, in there, huddled together and shivering. "Where did you get 


these and what are you doing with them?" 
"Gonna throw them in the harbor, give ‘em a quick death. | got no food or nothing for ‘em 

Dave sighed "You can't do that 

"What choice do | have? Get out of my way" He tried to push the cart again but Dave stood firm. 


He pulled the money out again, stuffing it into the box as he pulled the kittens out. "What the hell am | doing?" 
Dave muttered as he rushed off, clutching the kittens. Carefully, Dave placed the kittens inside his coat, 


against his chest. He found a cab and discovered he was only four blocks from his hotel. 


Moving swiftly through the lobby and to the bank of elevators, Dave made a mental list of things that he'd 
need to do if Glen was going to keep these two with him on the tour. He hoped Glen would want to keep the 
kittens. What if he presented them and Glen didn't want them. One of them let out a wail and Dave quickly 
offered it a finger to shut it up. Immediately, the kitten started biting on it. They were hungry, he realized. 
With every step he took down the hall, toward his room, Dave's heart rate picked up. He opened the door and 
found Glen sitting on the end of the bed, TV remote in one hand, cup of coffee in the other. 


"Heyl" He grinned and stood when Dave entered the room. "Glad you're back. | waited for you before | ordered 
something to eat. We can go out if you want. l'm starving! You didn't eat yet, did you?" 


"Um, no. No, | didn't. And you're not the only one who's hungry." Dave unzipped his coat to reveal two kittens 
clinging to his chest. 


"What?!" Glen squealed. "Davel What did you do?!" 


| ran into a guy who was going to drown them in the harbor because he couldn't afford to feed them. And | 
couldn't let that happen" He pulled the orange and white kitten off of his shirt and handed it to Glen, who 
cradled it gently in his hands. It cried and stretched its little paws out toward Glen. 


| can have them?" Glen's large blue eyes shimmered as he looked up at Dave. 
"Yeah." Dave smiled. "Yeah, you can have them." 


The little blonde placed the kitten on the bed and then took its sibling from Dave, placing it down on the bed, 
too. And then Glen threw himself into Dave's arms, wrapping his arms around Dave's neck and covering his 


face with kisses. 


He named the grey one Souris after he confirmed that the kitten was a little girl. The orange one was a boy 
and Glen named him The General, giving Dave a sweet smile. Dave sat on the bed and watched Glen fuss over 
them. Glen made a little nest for them in his suitcase and set it on the floor when it was time for a nap. They 


sent one of the crew members out for kitten food, milk, a travel carrier, and a litter pan. 


Once the kittens were settled in their nest, fed and content, the little blonde turned back to Dave. "I can't 
believe you brought me kittens." He murmured as he settled into Dave's lap. "That's the sweetest thing 
anybody's ever done for me." 

Dave placed his hands on Glen's hips, pulling him closer. "I'm a sweet man" 

"Are you?" Glen teased. 

Swiftly, Dave turned and threw Glen onto the bed, on his back. He leaned over him and claimed Glen's gasping 
mouth with his own. He slid a hand under Glen's shirt as he moved his mouth to the little one's jaw. Dave felt 
Glen's hands slide around to his back and dive into the back of his jeans. 


"Want you." Dave purred into the blonde's ear. 


"Take me." was Glen's breathy reply. 


Dave lay on his back, sated and dangerously happy. The little blonde was curled into his side, resting his head 
on Dave's chest. Idly, his fingers drew slow circles against Glen's shoulder. They heard a soft mewl followed by 
the sounds of tiny claws climbing up the duvet. A tiny grey head peeked over the edge of the bed and then an 
orange one. Glen crawled down the bed and picked the kittens up. He returned to Dave's side and set the little 
furballs down on Dave's chest. 


"We'll make a cat lover out of you in no time, Boss." 


Dave gently brought his free hand down to The General's head. "You just might" 


